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FEATURING: 
THE DEADLY 


Mighty Marvel Message: With regular artist John Romita, Jr. unavailable to pencil this issue due to his impending wedding (congrats 
Johnny) we decided to put our awesome INFERNO storyline on hold for a month. Then we asked writer Ann Nocenti to come up with a 
special off-beat issue whose chronology placement, for you timekeepers, would be sometime in the very recent past. Artist Steve Ditko 
stepped into the art chores and—voila! Hope you like it as much as much as we do. And remember—Next month. . .INFERNO returns!! 
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LISTEN! THIS IS A DAWGEROUS NISSION 
I H{RED YOU FOR! SO LISTEN CLOSE! 


THE CRACK TRADE 
IN NEW YORK CITY 
MAKES SLLLIONS 
A WEEK. 


WE'RE GOING TO 

STEP IN, MAKE A 

FEW MILLION, 

AND SLIP OUT. BY THE CANNIBALS. 
/ 


THEY AREA HOW THEY 
VERY CLEVER OPERATE. 
GANG! 


ey r\ 

GET A \ 
Loan 
THIS GLY! 


EINSTEIN HERE HAS RIGGEDA V 


THERE ARE A FEW W7AL SECONDS THE RESULTING CA4OS WILL PUT 
WAFER-THIN, EXPLOSIVE, MICRO- WHEN THE BAGS ARE LEFT ALONE US IN A BARGAINING POSITION. 
CHIP TIMED BOMB |NTO THE AT THE DROP-OFF POINTS! 
BAG'S BOTTOM! 

L HAVE THE WE'LL SWITCH 
A¢_/| CANNIBALS ROUTE 


WE'LL OFFER TO LEAVE THEIR 


oe ALONE AND SELL THEIR 
--AND 


CAINE BACK TO THEM. 
COCAINE FROM THE 


LATER THEY'LL 
DOCKS TO THE 
CRACK HOUSES! . 


* BLOW UP! 


jy, 


Wy 


THE BAGS-- 
AS THEY BRING THE 


AFFAIR. 


YOU /DIOTS/ 
voNy YOU KNOW 


:\ 
HAHAHAHAHA! , 


YOu'D BE SMART TO 
YOY LISTEN, / 


BUT WHEN THIS 
MISSION 1S OVER-- 
WATCH YOUR BACKS! 
YOUR RHYTHM'S OZD, YOUR \ 
OLD MAN! LICKS ARE WRONG/ LIKE ROCK 
'N ROLL REPLACING THE BLUES-- 
YOUR STYLE IS ‘| YOU GOTTA KNOW WHEN TO 
“ew YOU'RE CHANGE OR STEP ASIDE! 
4 


GOT TO HAVE A RAL A 
VIBE THAT'S MODERN! 


YOUR COLORS ARE ALL WRONG -- LOOK AT THESE SILLY TALONS! \ 
, OLD-FASHIONED, CORNY, HOKEY! A WHO WEARS THEIR KNIVES OUT 
THESE DAYS? HOW ARE WE SUP- 
POSED TO RESPECT SUCH 


IS S7/LL THE MASTER 
AFTER ALL THESE YEARS! 


YOU ARE MERELY A PASSING POP 
FAO, LUKE THE HOOLA-HOOP, OR 
THE JITTERBUG -- 


--ANO BEFORE YOU KNOW IT, 
PUNKS YOUNGER THAN YOU WILL 
BE TELLING YOU THE SAME! 


WW Ke 


PRESSED WITH 
THE OLD HOOT! 


D Grn. 
T= TMA M- 


BUT ONCE = a“ 
THIS IS OVER-- 
SE W 


YOU ARE ONE 
mel OF THE ODDEST, 
MOST MISUNDER- 
STOOD BIRDS. 


CRIES ARE SUPERSTITIOUSLY A OEREAKY, NOCTU 
GIVEN YOU A REPUTATION Y OUTSIDER NATURE? 
OF DEATH! 


1 B 

YOUR HUGE FIXED EYES THE HOOT OF YOUR NIGHT yy BUTI,L eeealiae TO YOUR 

ANO SWIVELING HEAD HAS NAL 
FOR AYSOOM/ 


L HAVE BEEN eee 
AND CRIPPLED, I HAV 
BEEN IN WHEELCHAIRS 


--INSTEAD OF JUST BEINGA 
WITH THESE ARTIFICIAL I COULD TRULY FLY! 
WINGS, GRAFTED ONTO MY 
' BONE STRUCTURE AND 


FOLDED INTO MY CAPE -- 


BUILT AND 
ATTACHED 


-I NEED 
) MILLIONS! 


--THAN MODELING ONESELF 
AFTER NATURES BRILLIANT 
DESIGN OF THE BIRD ? 


BUT-- WHAT 
COULD BE MORE 
CLASSIC AND 

ENOURING -- 


TALK 
RHYTHM, A 
NEW ORDER. 


(e} 
THE HELICOPTER 
OF A NEW 


PERHAPS 
TLL GeT A 
CHANCE TO 
SHOW THEM... 


ELSEWHERE /N 
MANHATTAN --- 
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YOU WANNA 
GO SHOPPING? 
GET YOU A 


BOW TIE OR 
SOMETHING @ 


SOME SUN- 
TOO MUCH BABY GLASSES 2 
powper, I Guess. | [Ox 


HERE LET'S READ THIS LISTEN TO THIS-- ""NINETY- FIVE SEE? MIRACLES! LIKE ME 
TRASH TABLOID. YEAR OLD WOMAN GIVES BIRTH! FINDIN' YOU IN THE GARBAGE ! 
I LOVE THESE RAGS--~ 

THEY GIVE ME THE HOPE 


BEST THING ie 
HAPPENED TO . 
THAT ANYTHING CAN 
HAPPEN! é 


L WAS PAST ALL HOPE, JUST 
LIKE THE NINETY- FIVE YEAR WELL, ONE OF 
OLD LADY! ai MY CANNIBAL 
ANO THEN -- YOU £ BROTHERS 
WERE DROPPED FROM THE -- \ WILL BE HERE 
HEAVENS AND INTO MY LIFE! ; . SOON 


HOW 'BOUT THiS ONE-- J 
“DEAD BABY BORN ALive!"! 


HEH HEH. WISH I COULD 
BE THERE WHEN (T 
BLOWS, SEE THAT DUMB 
CANNIBAL COVERED IN 
THE FAKE POWDER! 


LOOK AT THIS PERFECTLY 
GOOD SHOPPING BAG! I SHOULD KEEP 


YOU HIDDEN! 


py 


DARNED [F I'LL 
LET ANYONE TAKE 
YOU anys FROM 


OH, MAN! THAT GUY 
PUT HIS BABY IN 
WITH THE BOMB! 


AND HERE 
COMES THE 
CANNIBAL 
PICK-UP! 


OBSERVING WHAT OCCURS BELOW, SOMEONE EXPLODED A a 
OAREDEVIL--THE SELF- STYLED AG Cc , WITH MY SUPER- SENSES, L 
i REETS ARE HUM SHOULD BE ABLE TO HEAR AN 
EXPLOSION ANYWHERE IN 


ya S 
REMAINING SENSES TO AN (NCREDI- 
BLE DEGREE... 


Ls 
Kes HAVE TO 
TAKE THE 


yak ei aets ONE! 


WHAT DO YOU Samo ye MY_RA 
. 10us? DAR 
WANT FROAA ME? ~ .\, SENSES A FIGHT! 
: SOMEBODY'S 
MUSCLING ©, “= 
LOTTA THE CANNIBALS 
; TRADE. J 
Air ! ey / 
MAYBE. 
BE WAR 


BUT I SMELL..-UNDER THE I SMELL POWDER! COCAINE? *W 
GARBAGE STENCH OF Opp, HE'S JUST A STREET BUM... 
HIS CLOTHES -- 
i ~ we Oo 


ART RATE SHOWS NO 
LLING 


MME 
oO! THE 440005 
a AREN'T INVOLVED! 


BUT THE BLOODS TELL YOUR LEADER-- 
JUST HOLD OFF ON 
A WAR TILL I 
FIGURE THIS 
OuT/ 


fy 
Hak 


HO 
Cyeauceys, % 


I HEAR 
ANOTHER 
EXPLOSION! 


LOOK, I'M NOT TRYING TO ALL RIGHT! WE GOT WORD TO MEET 
BUST ANYONE-- THE JAILS AT THE 10TH AVENUE TOWER ROOFTOP 
CAN'T HOLD ANY MORE OF IN TEN MINUTES. 


YOU BUMS 
BUT I DO WANT WE'RE GONNA MEET 
TO PREVENT A BLOODY WHOEVER'S MESSIN’ 
WITH US--AND HEAR 
THEIR DEMANDS ! 


= 

MEANTIME, THERE'S LOTSA 

COCAINE OUT ON THE STREET 
IN WIRED BAGS! 


WE GO77A SETTLE 
BEFORE THEY ALL 8£0W/ 


; HEY! THAT POWOER 
THAT BUA AGAIN: SMELL-- THAT'S NOT 
—— COCAINE -- (T'S 


ee oe BABY POWDER! 


THE ROOFTOP... 
\ 
y WE GOTTA 
KILL A FEW 
8BL000S/ 
T B' 


y* ey 


I’M EINSTEIN! YOU CAN GET Me YOU GET THE CASH FAST, J 
YOUR BLOW BACK FOR y ft L/(L EVEN DE-FUSE THE 


Mm FIVE MILLION! y WE REST OF THE BOMBS! 


WE AIN'T 


YOU BOMBERS, YOU 
PUNK GANGS, YOU 
THINK YOURSELVES 
SO TOUGH, SO COOL! 


WILL YOU MOCK HIS COSTUME, J 
HIS GAUDY FLASHY WAYS? (4a 


NOW WATCH AS I SHOW YOU HOW 
SUPERIOR THE OLD WAYS ARE! 


WATCH WHAT 
ONE OLD HOOT 
CAN DO 
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oe | at : 


LOOKIT 
THE OLD 
MAN MOVE! 
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WHY _ DID THEY BLOW 
y UP MY BABY? 5 
P 


PERHAPS, PAREDEVIL-- 
THOSE PUNKS AR 
PARTLY GAT! 


= S;s,  w 
oe a | qi 
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5) ® : PERHAPS 
4 THE NEW Pp 
aw Ws WILL SHO 
S ASS N ASIDE SOMEDAY! 


A ag rain NONE OF THOSE WEW 
OULD FALL FOR WHAT 
POV RACONG TO FALL a ee 


& y ee 
Sy (Koi 


Sh: 


es D JUST eer 
Caremenser) TO DIE 
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LISTEN PAST THE 
CLOCKS, THE HUMS, 
BELOW THE CLICKS, 
THE DRIPS..-- 


D 
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WHO 
yous 


OMIT 
: | cil) WE oe oiauear 
or HONES! 


Ne 
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SHOULD NEVER 
HAVE TRUSTED... 


NO NO! PLEASE! I'm 
A GOOO FATHER! 
I LOVE HIM! T/M-- 


OKAY OKAY. 
BUT I’M GOING 
f/f TO KEEP AN EYE 
ON YOU TWO --AND 
REPORT THIS TO 
THE AUTHORITIES. 


NEVER TRUST 
ANYONE YOU 


I WONDER, ABOUT ALL THOSE 
THINGS THE OWL WAS SAYING -- 
CJ 


--ABOUT OLD WAYS, 
ABOUT YOUNG PUNKS 
PUSHING THE OLD 
STYLES ASIDE, 
ABOUT BECOMING 
OBSOLETE... 


AFTER ALL, 
WHAT DID L 


LISTEN, 
PAL, YOU SURE 
THAT'S YOUR 
KID? I SHOULD 

REPORT 


ALL I DIO WAS REUNITE 
A BABY WITH A BUM. 


WELL,..1F THOSE 
ARE THE OLD 
WAYS, THEY'RE 
OKAY BY Me! 


